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TheTragedieofHanilet 

As they fell om by tiijie, by incancs, and place, 

All o;iucn to inincrarc, 

kifi£. But how hath flic rccctu’d his louc ? 

Po(. What doeyou thinkcofme? 

Km^. As of a man faithfnil and honoiaWe. 

Po/. 1 would fainc proue fo, but what mightyou chinkc 
When I had fccnc this hofc louc cn the wing, 

As I pcrcciu’d it (I mufl fell you that) / 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or mv decrc Maieflie your Quecnc hecrc thinke. 

If I had plavd the Deske, or Tabic bookc, 

Or giuen itiy hart a working mute and dumbe^ 

Or lookc vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you fhinke? no,I went round to workc^ 

And my young Mifiris thus I did befpcakci 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftar. 

This mufl not be : and then I preferipts gauc her 
That flic fliould lockc her fclfc from her reforf, 

A dmif no meflTengers, recciuc no tokens. 

Which done, flic tookc the fruites of my aduife : 

And he rcpeird, a fliort talc to make. 

Fell into a fadnes, then into a faff. 

Thence to a wath, thence info a w'cakenes. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this dcclenfion, * 

Into the madnes wherein now he raucs, 

A nd all we mournc fqn 
Kwg^ Doe you rhinke this ^ 

It may be very like. 

^PoL Hath there been fuch a time, I would fainc know that. 
That I hauc pofifiuely faid, fis fo. 

When it proou’d otherwife I 
King, Not that I know. 

Pol Take this, from this, if this be otherwifel 
If circumflanccs leadc me, I will findc 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King, How may we try it further ? 

PoL You know fometimes he walkcs fourc houres fagctlicr 
Hcere in the Lobby, 


Prince of Denmarhf*^ 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if hcloue her not, 

And benotfrom his reafon fainc thereoa 

Let me be np afsiftant for a ftate 
But keepe a farmc and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

^ l^terTUmlet. , 

Duet But lookc where fadly the poore wretch comes readmg. 

fe ' Avvay,Idoebcfeecbyoubothaway, Exit KtnganJ Quetne. 

Ilebord him prefently, oh giue me leaue> 

How* dooes my good Lord itow ? 

ILtm. Well, God a mercy. ^ 

?()/. Doeyoiiknowememy Lord. 

Excellent well, you are aBflimonger. 

fol. NotImyLord. 

H4m. Tbcniwouldyouwerclohoneltaman. 

Til. HoneftmyLord. , 

Bjiw. Ifir tobehoJJcftasthis world goes. 

Is to be one man pickt out of teiinc thoufand. 

ToL That’s very true my Lord. 

mm. For if the funne breede magpts in a dead dogge , being a 

goodkifsing carrion. Haueyoua daughter i 

Tol. IhauemyLord. ^ 

mm. Let her not walke i’th Sunne, conception is a biasing. 

But as vour daughter may conceaue, friend looke to’t. 

3>(j/. Howfayyoubythat,ftillharpingonmydaugliter, yethee 
khewc me not at firft, afay d I was a Fiftimongcr, a is farre gone, 
and truly inmyyouth, IfufFred much extremity for loue, very 
neere this . Ilelpeake to himagaine. What doe you rcademy 
Lord. . 

Words, words, words. 
fol. What is the matter my Ltird. 
mm. Betweenewho. 

Tol. ImeanethemattertliatyoureademyLord. 

mm. S launders fir $ for tliefatericall rogue fayes heere, that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arewrinckled, their eyes 
purging thick Amber, & plumtrce gura,& that they h,aue a plcn- 
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